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position, unless I could have considerably more than his strength.

In a little while, we formed ourselves into a procession, four in a row, and
set forth from the Town Hall through James-Street, Church Street, Lord
Street; Lime Street; all the way through a line of policemen and a throng
of people; and the windows were alive with heads; and I never before was
so conscious of a great mass of humanity, though perhaps I may often have
seen as great a crowd. But a procession is the best point of view from which
to see the crowd that collects together. The day, too, was very fine, even sun-
shiny, and the streets dry; a blessing which cannot be overestimated, for we
should have been in a strange pickle for the banquet, had we been compelled
to wade through the ordinary mud of Liverpool. The procession itself could
not have been a very striking object. In America, it would have had a hundred
picturesque and perhaps ludicrous features; the symbols of the different trades,
ban[244]ners with strange devices, flower-shows, children, volunteer soldiers,
cavalcades, and every suitable and unsuitable contrivance; but we were merely
a trail of ordinary-looking individuals, in great coats, and with precautionary
umbrellas. The only characteristic or professional costumes, as far as I noticed,
was that of the Bishop of Chester, in his flat cap and black silk gown, and
that of Sir Henry Smith (the general of the District) in full uniform, with a
star and half-a-dozen medals on his breast. Mr. Brown himself, the hero
of the day, was the plainest, and simplest man of all; an exceedingly un-
pretending old gentleman in black, small, withered, white haired, pale, quiet, and
respectable. I rather wondered why he chose to be the centre of all this cere-
mony, for he did not seem either particularly to enjoy it, or to be at all in-
commoded by it, as a more nervous and susceptible man might.

The site of the projected edifice is on one of the streets bordering on St.
George's Hall; and when we came within the enclosure, the corner stone (a
large square of red-free stone) was already suspended over its destined place.
It had a brass-plate let into it, [245] with an inscription, which perhaps will
not be seen again till the present English type has grown as antique as
black-letter. Two or three photographs were now taken of the site, the corner-
stone, Mr. Brown, the distinguished guests, and the crowd at large; then
ensued (or followed, I forget which) a prayer from the Bishop of Chester,
and speeches from Mr. Holmes, Mr. Brown, Lord Stanley, Sir John Pack-
ington, Sir Henry Smith, and as many others as there was time for. I was
amused at Sir Henry Smith, who thrust himself prominently forward, with
a view to being called for by the crowd, and then said some pre-considered
nothings with a martial force of utterance. Lord Stanley acquitted himself
very creditably, though brought out unexpectedly (at that time) and with
evident reluctance. I am convinced that men, liable to be called on to address
the public, keep a constant supply of common-places in their minds, which,
with little variation, can be adapted to one subject about as well as to another;
and thus they are always ready to do well enough; though seldom to do
particularly well.